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O point what lengths n——_—_ has run, 4 
bat counſels ſhaken, and what flates undone ; 
bat belliſh fe wings th" enthuſiaſts rage, 


And makes the troubled garth one tragic flage; 
What blaſpbemies 7. A dare advance, 
And build what terroft on weak ignorance ; 


How fraud alone rage to religion binds, 
And makes @ Pandemonium of our minds ; 
Our Gallic bard, fr d with theſe glorious views, 
Fir to bis Cruſade led the tragic muſe; =_ 
Her power through France bis charming numbers bore, 
But France was deaf—for all ber priefts were ſore. 

On Engliſh ground ſhe makes a firmer ſtand, 
And bopez to offer by no beſtile band, | 

clergy bere uſurp the 2 mind, 7 

Ordaia d to teach, and not enſlave mankind : © 
Religion berg bids perſecution ceaſe; 
Without, all order, and within, all peace; 
Truth guards ber happy pale with watchful care, 
Aud frauds, though pious, find no entrance there. 

Religion, to be ſacred, muſt be free; 
Men will ſuſpeti—whbere bigots ep the key. 
Hooded and train'd, li whg, th 1 . a 
And the fright viftimrin their ſooner Se, 5 ' 
Like whelps born blind, by mother church they're bred, 
Nor wake to fight, to know themſelves miſled : 
Murder t the game—and to the ſport unpreſt, 
Proud of the hs, and in the duty 75 . 


* 


The layman's but the bleedbound of the prieſt. 
Whee'er thou art, that dar'ft ſuch themes adwjancey 
To priefl-rid Spain repair, or flaviſh France 
For Jude s bire there do the devil's taſty 1 
trick u ery in religion's maſk. 
FEugland 22 5 ſurer — re Ml 
To fink their 2 ſouls, and damp their martial fires. 
Britons, theſe numbers to your ſelves yow.owe.; 
Volta ire bath firength to ſhoot in — bow ; 
Fame led bim at bis Hippocrene to drink, 8 
And taught te wwrite with Nature, aj te think: 
With Engliſh freedom, Engliſh wit be knew, 
And from the inenbauſted flream profuſely drew. 
Cheriſh the noble bard yourſelves baue made, 


Wor let the frauds of France fleal all our trade. 
Now of each prize the winner bas the wearing, 
Ten ſend our Engliſh flage a priveteering : 
Fith your 17 we'll our ſails unfold, ; 


And from their 


4· of dreſs, impert ſome gold, 
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ON G bas the ſhameful licence of the age 
With ſenſeleſs All, 4 es da, — 
do much indecencies bave been in wegue, 
They plegded cuftony in an epilague; 
LAs if the force of reaſon was a yoke 


Is. bea vy they muſt eaſe it with a joke ; 


Diſarm the moral of it's virtuous ſway, 

Or elſe the audience go diſpleas'd away. 

How have I bluſh'd, to ſee a tragic queen, 

With ill-tim'd mirth diſgrace the — ſcere; 
From all the ſad ſolemnity of woe, 

Trip nimbly forth—to ridicule a bean; 

Then, as * looſeft airs ſhe bad been glearirg, 
Coguezte the fan, and leer a double-meaging. 
Shame on tboſe.arts that proſtitute the hays! 
Shame on the bard, who this way bepes for praiſe! 
The beld, but boneft author of to-night, 

Diſdains to pleaſe you, if be pleaſe not right ! 

If in bis well meant ſcene you chance to find, 

Aught to ennoble or enlarge the mind ; 

If be bas found the means, with boneſt art, 

To fix the noble wiſhes in the beart ; 

In ſofter accents ta jnfirm the fair, 

How bright they look, toben virtue drops the tear; 


eep the beart-felt reliſh to the laſt. 
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Enjoy, with friendly noelcome, the repaſi 
Ard 


MAanomerT, 

Mix vA, his General. 

Aut, 

Hxgcipes, > Officers of Mahomet. 
AMMON, 


ZAPHNA, Captains brought up under 
PALMIRA, : Mahomet. 

ALCANOR, Chief of the Senate of Mecca, 
PHARoON, his Friend, 


SCENE, Mrcca, 
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e apes 
ſage; 
1 I. | 2 to earth his — and 5 
8 is trappings as a trophy of my conqueſt, 
SCENE, an Apartment in the Temple of Meeca. This — of enmity 22 lichtes Card us, bo 
Enter Alcanor and Pharon. The hand of time itſelf can ne'er extinguiſh. 
te ſcene z 4. DHAR ON, no more«-Shall I Pha. Extinguiſh not, but ſmother for a while 
Fall proſtrate to an arrogant impoſtor, | It's fatal flame, and greatly ſacrifice _ 
Homage in Mecca one I baniſh'd thence, _ | Thy private ſuft*rings to the public welfare. 
"Bs And incenſe the, delufions of a rebel! Oh, ſay, Alcanor, wert thou to behold 
p Noblaſt Alcanor, righteous Heav'n! if e'er As ſoq; thou may'ſt) this fam'd metropolis 
2 This hand, yet free and uncontaminate, With begirt, behold it's pining tenants 
praiſe? Shall league with fraud, or adulate a tyrant. Prey on each other for, ghe means of life, a 
Pha. Auguſt and ſacred chief of Iſhmael's ſenate, | Whilſt lakes of blood I mountains of the ſlain, 
£ This zeal of thine, paternal as it is, Putrify the ait, in." kg 
» þ fatal now our impotent reſiſtance And ſweepoff thouſands With their peis*nous ſteamis, 
Controu!'s not Mahomet's unbounded progreſs; Would thy lain children be aveng'd by this? 
| But, without weak' ning. irritates the tyrant. Alc. No, Pharon, no; I live not for myſelf. 
When once g, citizen, you well condemn'd him | My wife angichildren loſt, my country's now 
| As an obſcure, ſeditious innovator : My family. 9 | 
e tear; But now he is 4 conqu'ror, prince, and pontiff; Pha. Then let not that be loſt. 
Whilt nations numberleſs embrace his laws, Alc. *Tis loſt by cowardice. 
And pay him adoration—E'en in Mecca Pha. By raſhneſs, often, / 
He boaſts his proſelytes. Alc. Pharon, defiſt. | 
8 Alc, Such proſelytes Pha. My noble lord, I cannot, | 
EE ROO Are worthy of him low; untutor'd reptiles, Mu? not defiſt, will not, ſince you're poſſeſ d 
In whom ſenſe only live. moſt credulous ill Of means to bring this inſolent invader 
Of what is moſt incredible ! To any terms you'll claim. | 
P Pha. Be ſuch Alc, What means? 
8 Diſdain'd, my lord; but mayn't the peſt ſpread up- Pbg. Palmira, | 
wards, That blooming fair, the flow'r of all his camp, 
And ſeize the head —Say, is the ſenate ſound ? By thee borne off in our laſt ſkirmiſh with him, 
| fear ſome members of that rev'rend claſs Seems the divine ambaſſadreſs of peace, | 
Are mark'd with the contagion z who, from views, | Sent to procure our ſafety. Mahomet 
Of higher power and rank, Has, by his heralds, thrice propos d her ranſom, I 
Worſhip this rifing ſun, and give a ſanction And bade us fix the price. 
To his invaſions. Alc. 1 know it, Pharon. . 
under Alc. If, ye powers divine! And wouldſt thou then reſtore this noble treaſure _ 
Ye mark the movements of this nether world, To that barbarian; e | | 
cca. And bring them to account, cruſh, cruſh thoſe vi- And render beauty the reward of rapive? & ; 
Who, fingled out by a community [ pers, | Nay, ſmile not, friend, nor think that at theſe years, ' 
To guard their rights, ſhall, for a graſp of ore, Well travell'd in the winter of my days, : 
Or paltry office, ſell 'em to the foe ! [ entertain a thought tow'rds this young beauty, : 


Pha, Each honeſt citizen, I grant, is thine, 
And, grateful for thy boundleſs bleſſings on them, 
Would ſerve thee with their lives; but the approach 
Of this uſurper to their very walls 
Strikes em with ſuch a dread, that even theſe 
Implore thee to accept his profFzr'd peace. 
o 4 Oh, pe ple, loft to wiſdom, as to glory! 
15 bring in pomp, and ſerve upon your knees 
his idol, that will cruſh you with it's weight. 
Mark, [ abjure him: by his ſavage hand 
. ! wife and children periſh'd, whiltt in vengeance 
carry d carnage to his very (cut, 
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But what's as pure as is the weſtern gale, 

That breathes upon the uncropt violet , 
Pha. My lord 12 
Alc. This heart, by age and grief congeal'd, 

Is no more ſenſible to love's endearments, 

Than are our barren rocks to morn's ſweet dew, 

That balmy trickles down their rugged cheeks. 
Pha. My noble chief, each mafter-piece of natures. 

Commands involuntary homage from us. | 
Alc. 1 own a tenderneſs, unfelt before, 

A ſympathetic grief, with ardent wiſhes 

To make her happy, fill's my widow'd boſom, 


AS. . 
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4 
I read ker being in that-monfter's power, 
And burn to have her hate him, like myſelf. 
»Twas on this hbur I, at her modeft ſuit, 
Promis'd her audience in my _ — 

aron, go thou, pegs ee the ſenate 
PR oben: Nova 'em as I ought. 

[ Exeunt ſeverally. 
SCENE changes to a Reom of State. 


Emer Palmira. 
Pal. What means this boding terror that uſurps, 
In ſpite o me, dominion o'er my heart: 


Oh, holy prophet! * 
Shall Ine er more attend thy ſacred leſſons ? 


Oh, Zaphna! much-lov'd youth! I feel for thee 


| 


| 


As for myſelf — But hold, my final audit 
Is now at hand—1 tremble for th' event! 
Here comes my judge—Now liberty, or bondage 
Enter Alcanor, 
Alc. Palmira, whence. thoſe tears? Truſt me, 
Thou art not fali'n into barbarians hands; 
What Mecca can afford of pomp or pleaſure, 
To call attention from misfortune's lap, 
Demand and ſhare it. 
Pal. No, my generous victor, 

r nothing Mecca can afford; | 
Pris'ner.theſe two long months beneath your roof, 
I've taſted ſuch benignity and candour, | 
Whilſt your own hands ſo labour'd to beguile 
The. anxious moments of captivity, 

That oft” I've call'd my tears ingratitude. 
Ale. If avght remains, that's. in my power, to 
The rigour of your fate, and crown your wiſhes, 
Why, twould fill 
The fufrows in my cheeks, and make old oge 
Put on it's ſummer's garb! , 
Pal. Thus low'l bleſs thee. [ Kneeling 
It is on you, on you alone, Alcanor, 
Have pity, then: 
Pity, Alcanor, one who's torn from all 
That's dear or venerable to her ſoul; 
Reftore me then, ſeſtore me to my country, 
Reftore me to my father, prince, and prophet. 
Ale. Is ſlav'ry dear then? is fraud venerabie ? 
Pal. My country, Sir, is not a fingle f 
Of ſuch a mold, or fix'd to ſuch a clime! * 
No, tis the Yocial circle of my friends, 
The lov'd community in which I'm link'd, 
And in whoſe welfare all my withes center. 
Alc. Excellent maid! Then Mecca be thy coun- 
let me call her child, the toil I rock _ 
To make her deftiay propitious. to her, 
Would lighted the burden of my own.. 
But no; you ſcorn" country, and my laws, 
Pal, Can I be , when not my own? Your 
| bounties Re : 
tĩtade ut Mahomet 


fair-maid, 
; 

My ſuit's 

ſmoot 
My whole of future happineſs depends. 
What countty) a tumwltuous, wand'ring camp! 
Robb'd of my children, wþuld Palmira deign I try. 
Chim and (hif# my 


Claims right o'er me of paremt, prince, and prophet. 

Alc, Of parent, princey and prophet! Heavens! 
that robder, _ 

Who, a ſcap'd felon, emplates a throne; 

And Tcoffer at all faiths, proclaims a new one 
Pal. Oh! ceaſe, my lord; this blaſpbemous abuſe 

On ohe whom millions with myſelf adore, 

Does violesce to my ear; ſuch black prophaneneſs 

*Gainſt hetv'n's ipterpreter, dlots out remembrance 

paſt, and nought ſucceeds but horror. 


r 


Banich humanity ebe tzentleſt breaſts 


Palmira, 1 lament to ſee thee plung'd 
So deep in error. . 
Pal. Do you then reject 
My juft petition ? Can Alcanor's goodneſs 
Be deaf to ſuff ring virtue? | 
Name but the ranſom, 
And Mahomet will creble what you afk. 
Alc. There is no ranſom Mahomet can offer 
Proportion d to the prize. Truſt me, Palnira, 


41 cannot yield thee up. What! to a tyrant, 
Who wrongs thy youth, and mocks thy tender heart 


With vile iliufions, and fanatic terrors |= 
5 nter Pharon. 
What wouldſt thou, Pharon ? 
Pha. From yon weſtern gate, 
Which opens on Mozadia's fe. tile plains, 
Mahemet's gen'ral, Mirvan, baft-s to greet thee, 
Ac. Mirvan, that vile apoſtate ! 
Pha. In one hand 
He hoids a ſcimitar, the other bears 
An olive-branch ; which to our chiefs he waves, 
An emblem of his ſuit—a martial youth, 
Zaphna, by name, attends him for our hoſtage. 
Pal. | Apart.] Zaphoa! Myſterious Heav'n! 
Pha. Mitvan advances 
This way, my lord, to render you his charge. 
thou retice—Pharon, be preſent, 


[Exit Palnirs, 


beg E nter Mirvan. 
After fix vears of infamous rebel!ion 
Agaoinft thy native country, doſt thou, Mirvan, 
Again hane, with thy deteſted preſence, 


But thy bad heart has vilely fince betray'd? 
Thou poor deſerter of thy country's gots, 
Thou. baſe inyader of thy country's rights, 
What woaldft thou have with me? 

Mir. I'dpardon the. 

Our of compaſſion to thy age and ſuff rings, 
And high regard for thy ezperienc'd valour, 
Heay'n's great apoſtle offers thee in friendſhip 


To name the terms of peace he deigns to tender. 
| Alc, He deigns to tender! Inſolent impoſtor! 
bod thou not, Mirvan, bluſh 

To ſerve this wretch—this baſe of ſoul, as birth? 
With borrow'd luftre. 

Plung'd in the night of prejudice, and bound 
In fetters of hereditary faith, 

My judgment ſlept; but when I found him born 
To mould anew the proftrate univerſe, 

] ſtarted from my dream, joia'd his career, 
And thar'd his arduous and immortal labours. 
Once, I muſt own, 1 was as blind as thou; 
Then wake to glory, and be chang'd like me. 


glory ! 


Pha. Oh, whats fall from virtue was that change 
Mir. Come, embrace our faith, reign with Mir 


homet ; 


And, cloath'd in terrors, make the vulgar tremble 
Ac. Tis Mahomet, and tyrants like to blate- 


met 
'Tis Seven, and apaſtates like to Mirvan; 
— would make treaible.— ls it, ſay ſt thou, 
eligion that's the parent of this rapine, 
This virulence and rage —No, true religion 
is always mild, propitious, and humane; 
Plays not the tyrant, plants no faith in blood, 
Nor bears deſtruQtion on ber-chariot-wheelz, 


Ale, Oh, ſuperſtition! thy pernicious 
aflexibly Jo reaſon, truth, and nature, A, 


But loops to poliſh, ſuccout, and redreſs, 


Theſe ſacred walls, which once thy hands defended, 


A hand could cruſh thee; and 1 come commiſſion” 


Mir. Mahomet's grandeur's in himſelf; he T7” 
hut 


Ale. What death to honour, wak ning to ſuch 
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10 builds her grandeur on the public good. 
Ir. Thou art turn'd Chriſtian, ſure! ſome 
ſraggling monk OE 
taught thee theſe rame le lon 


eſs 4. If the Chriſtians 
Jud principles like theſe, which reaſon dictates, 
Th; Chriſtians may be right: : 
1 y (et cannot; who, nuts d in blood and ſlaughter, 
an offer Werkdip a cruel and revengeful being, 
Palmira, lod en. him always with his thunder round him, 
rant, þripe for the deſtruction of mankind, 
tender heart Mir. If clemency delights thee, learn it here. 
— Trough baniſh'd by thy voice his native city, 
ſhough by thy hand robb'd of his only ſon, 
labomet pardons thee z nay farther, begs 
fe hatred burning twixt you be-extinguiſh'd 
„ With reconciliation's generous tear. 
;reet thee, fc. 1 know thy maſter's arts; his gen'rous tears, 
lite the refreſhing drops that previous fall 
To the wild outrage of o'erwhelming earthquakes, 
bah fore-run deſtruction; 
de waver, Courage he has, not bravery; 
, Fir blood and havock are the ſure attendants 
noſtage. (1 his vidtorious ca. 
Heay'n! Pha, Leagues be will make too 
Ale. Like other groſping tyrants, till he eyes 
Large. E to enlarge his bounds; 
de preſent. n he'll deride em, leap oer ev'ry tie 
xit Palmiri. Of ſacred guarantee, or ſworn protection, 
And, when th' oppreſs'd ally implor-s afliſtance, 
lerth that meſk, invade the wiſh'd-for realms, 
Mirvan, And. from pure friendſhip take them to himſelf. 
ence, Mr. "4 ves fights Heaven's battles, bends the 
ds defended, "| bow 
*? To ſpread Heaven's laws, and to ſubject to faith 
425 The iron neck of error. 
ts, Ale. Luft and ambition, Mirvan, are the ſprings 
Of all his actions, whilſt, without one virtue, 
Piimulation, like a flatt'ring painter, 
rings, Bedecks him with the colouring of them all. 
Jour, This is thy maſtet's portrait But no more 
noſpip My foul's ine xorable, and my hate 
commiſſion M lamortal as the cauſe from whence it ſprung. 
to tender, Mir. What cauſe—— 
mpoſtor! Alc, The diff rence between good and evil. 
: Mir. Thou talk'ſt to me, Alcanor, with an air 
as birth? Of a ſtern judge, that from bis dread tribunal 
tz he ie Idtimidates the criminal beneath him. 
Lai Reſume thy temper, act the miniſter, 
bound And treat with me as with th' ambaſſador 
: Of Heaven's apoſtle, and Arabia's king. 
him born Ale, Arabia's king! What king? Whe crewn'd 
Mir, Conqueſt, (him? 
eer, Whilſt to the ſtile of 'conqueror, and of monarch, 
1bours. Patron,of peace he'd add—N ame then the price 
ou; 07 peace and of Palmira—Bounaleſs treaſures, 
ce me. The ſpoils of vanquiſh'd monarchs, and the ſtores 


ning to ſuch 


that change 


an with Ma- 


gar tremble 
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Vf riled provinces, are thrown be ore thee. 

Dar troops, with matchleſs ardour, haſten hither 

To lay in ruin this rebellious city; 

zem, then, the ruſhing torrent : Mahomet 

In perſon comes to claim a conference with chee 

Fer this good purpoſe. 

Alc. Who! Mahomet! 

Mir, Yes, he conjures thou'lt grant it. 

Alc, Traitor, were 1 ſole ruler here in Mecca, 

[4 anſwer thee with chaſtiſement — 

Mir. Hot man! 

My thy falſe virtue But fare we. 

And ſince the ſenate ſhare thy power in Mecca, 

Totheir ſerener wiſJoms I'll appeal. [ Exit Mirv. 
Ac. Vil meet thee there, and ſee whoſe voice is 


* — 
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Come, Pharon, aid me to repulſe this traitor; 

To bear him, with impunity, amongſt us, 

1s treaſon 'gainſt ourfelyes———Ye facred pow'rs, 
My country's gods, that for three thoufand years 
Have reign'd protectors of the tribe of Iſhmael ! 
Oh, ſupport my ſpirit, 

In that firm purpoſe it has always held, - 

To combat violence, fraud, and uſurpation; 

To pluck the ſpoil from the oppreſfor's jaws, 

And keep my country, as I found it, free! [ Exennt. 


— S 


A c T 1. 
SC EN E, Palmira's Apartment. 
Enter Palmira. 
E ASE, ceaſe, ye ſtreaming inſtrumet ts of 


th at. 


I tt tdi. Bet d 


Pal. 


woe, 

From your ignoble toil==Take warmth, my heart, 
Collect thy ſcatter'd powers, and brave misfortune, 
In vain the ſtorm-toſt mariaer repines ; 

Were he withia to raiſe as great a tempeſt, 

As beats him from without, it would not ſmoath 
One buiſt'rous ſurge: impatience only throws 
Diſcredit on miſchance, and adds a ſhame 

To our affliction. 


Enter Zaphna. 
Ha! all-graciovs Heav'n! 
Thou, Zaphna! is it thou? What pitying angel 
Guided thy ſteps to theſe abodes of bondage? 
Zaph. Thou ſov'reign of my ſoul, and afl it's 
Object of every fear and every wiſh; pawers 
Friend, fifter, love, comp3nion, all that's dear! 
Do I orce more behold thee, my Palma! 
Oh, I will ſet it down the whiteft hour 
That Zaphna eber was bleſt with! 
Pal. Say, my hero — 
Ate my ills ended, then? They are, they are 2 
Now Zaphna's here, I ava no more a captive, 
Except to him: Ob, ble& captivity! 
Zaph. Thoſe ſmiles are dearer to my raptur'd 
breaſt, 
$weeter thoſe accents to my lining heart, 
Than all Arabia's ſpic es to the ſenſe. 
Pal. No wonder tha t my foul was ſo elate, 
No wonder that the alt ud of grief gave way, 
When thou, my ſun 6 comfort, wert ſo nigh. 
Zaph. Since that re hour, when on Sabaria's 
The barb'rous foe depri “d me of Palmira, [ ftrand 
in what a gulph of horror and deſpair, 
Have thy imagin'd peril s plung'd my ſoul! 
Stretch'd on expiring cwries, for a while 
To the deaf ſtream | pi ur'd out my complaint, 
And begy'd 1 might be number'd with the dead 
That firew'd it's bani.s— Then, ſtarting from de- 
ſpair, | 
With rage | flew to Mahomet for vengeance : 
He, tor ſome high, niyſterious purpoſe, known 
% Heav'n and him alone, at length diſpatch'd 
The valiant Mi:van te demand a truce. 
Inſtant, on wings of lightning | purſu'd bim, 
And enter'd as his hoſtage——fix'd, Palmica, 
Or to'regeem, or die a captive with thee, 
Pal. Heroic youth! 
Zaph But how have theſe barbarians 
Treated my fair? | 
Pal. With high humanity. 
I, in my victor, found a friend —Aleanor 
Has made me feel capt ' vity in nothing 
But abſence from my Zaphna and my friends. 
Zapb. | grieve n foul ſo generous is our foe; 
But now prefented as'a hoſtage to him, 


His noble bearing and humanity. 
Made captive of my heart; I felt, methought, 
A new affeQtion lighted in my breaſt, 
And wonder'd whence the infant ardour ſprang. 
Ful. Vet, gen'rous as he is, not all my prayers, 
Not all the tears I laviſh at his feet, 
Can move him to reſtore me 
Zapb. Bot he ſhall 
Let the barbarian know he ſhall, Palmira; 
The god of Mahomet, our divine protector, 
ole Nill triumphant ſtandard I have borrie 
O'er piles of yanquiih'd infidels that power 
Which brought unnumber'd battlements to earth, 
Will humble Mecca too , , 
p : E nter Mirvan. 
Well, noble Miryan, 
Do my Palmira's chains fit looſe upon her; 
Says is it freedom } This preſumptuous ſenate 
Mir. Has granted all we aſk'd, all we could 
Wiſh.- > 
be truce obtain'd, the gates to Mahomet 
lew open— | 
Zapb. Mahomet in Mecca! ſay'ſt thou? 
Once more in Mecca! 
Pal. Tranſport, bid him welcome 
Z'aph. Thy tuff rings then ate o'er, the ebb is 
paſt 


pait, 
And a full tide of hope flows in upon us. 
Mir. The ſpirit of our prophet, that inſpir'd me, 
Brest h'd ſuch divine perſuaſion from my lips, 
As ſhook the reverend fathers—Sirs, cried 1, 
This Fav'rite of high Heaven, who rules in battle, 
Before whoſe foottool, tributary kings 
Bow the anointed head, born bere in Mecca, 
Aſks but to be enroll'd a ſenator, 
And you refaſe his pray'r. Deluded ſages! 
Although your conqueror, he requeſts no more 
Than one day's truce, pure pity to yourſelves! 
To fave you, if he can; and you—Oh, ſhame !—— 
At this a gen'ral murmur ſpread around, 
Which ſeem'd propitious to ug—— - 
Tab. Greatly carried! 
OY — 
Mir. Then ſtraight th' inflexible Alcanor 
Flew through the ſtreets, aſſecubling all the people, 
To bar our prophet. Thither too 1 fled, f 
Urg'd the ſame arguments, ei horted, threaten'd, 
Till they unhing's the gates, and gave fl ee paſſage 
To Mah'met and his chiefs»— la vain, Alcanor, 
And his diſhearten'd party, firove t' oppoſe him; 
Serene und dauntleſs, through the gazing crowd, 
With more than human majefly he mov'd, 
Bearing the peaceful olive, whilſt the truce 
Was inſtantly proclaim'im—— -' 
Pal. But where's the prophet ? 
_ Mir. Reclia'd in yonder grot that joins the temple. 
Attended by his chiefs. 
Taph. There let us haſte 
With duteous ſtep, and bow ourſelycs before him. 
| ; [ Exennt. 
SCENE changes to @ ſpacious Grotto. 
Mahomet diſcovered, with tbe Alcoran before bim. 
Mob. Glorious hypocriſy! What fools are they, 
Who fraught with luſtful or ambitious views, 
Wear not thy ſpecious maſk——— Thou, Alcoran ! 
Haſt won more battles, ta en more cities for me, 
Than thrice my feeble numbers had atchiev'd, 
Without the ſuccour of thy ſacred impulſe. 
Enter Hercides, Ammon, and Ali. 
Invincible ſupporters of our grandeur! 
My faithful chiefs, Hercides, Ammon, Ali! 
Go and inſtru this people in my name; 
That faith may dawn, and, like a morning-ſtar, 
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Be herald to my riſing. 
Lead them to know, and to adore my Cod 
But, above all, to fear him Lo, Palmira! 
[ Exeunt Hercides, &;, 
Her angel-face, with unfeign' d bluſhes ſpread, 
Proclaims the purity that dwells within — 
Enter Mirvan, Zaphna, and Pilmira, 
[To Palmira.] The hand of war was ne'er before 
ſo barbarous, 
Never bore from me half (6 rich a ſpoil, 
As thee, my fair. 
Pal. Joy to my heav*nly guardian! 
Joy to the world, that Mahomet's in Mecca! 
Mab. My child, let me embrace thee=—How' 


Thou here! [ this, Zaphna! 
Zapb. [ Kneeling.) My fither, chief, and holy 
pontiff! 


The god that thou'rt inſpir'd by, march'd before me, 
Ready, for thee, to wade through ſeas of danger, 
Or cope with death itſelf; 1 hither haſten'd, 
To yield myſelf an hoſtage, and, with zeal, 
Prevent thy order. | 

Ma. "Twas not well, raſh boy: 
He that does more than I command him, errs 
As much as he who falters in his duty, 
And is not for my purpoſe I obey 
My god implicitly obey thuu me. 
Pal. Pardon, my gracious lord, his well-meant 

ardour, n 

Brought up, from tender infancy, beneath 
The thelter of thy ſacred patronage, 
Zaphna and I've been animated ſtill 
By the ſame ſentiments. Alas, great prophet! 
I've had enough of wretchedneſs———To languih 
A piiſoner here, far both from him and you: 
Grudge me not, then, the'ray of conſolation 
His preſence beam'd, nor cloud my dawning hope 
Of rifing freedom and felicity. 

Mab. Palmira, tis enough; I read thy heart 
Be not alarm'd; tho' burden'd with the cates 
Of thrones and altats, ſtill my guardian eye 
Will watch o'er thee, as o'er the univerſe. 
Follow my generals, Zaphna,-Fair Palmira, 
Retire, and pay your powerful vows to Heaven, 
And dread no wrongs but from Alcanor.— 

[Zaphna and Palmira go out ſeperately, 


Mirvan 

Attend thou here Tis time, my truſty ſoldier, 

My long-try'd friend, to lay unfolded to thee, 

The cluſe reſolves and councils of my heart. 

The tedious length of a precarious ſiege, 

May damp the preſent ardour of my troops, 

And check me in the height of my career, 

Let us not give deluded mortals leiſure, 

By reaſon to diſperſe the myſtic gloom 

We've caſt about us. Prepoſſeſſion, friend, 

Reigns monarch of the million Mecca's crowd 

Gaze at my rapid victories, and think 

Some aweful Power direQts my arm to conqueſt, 

But whilſt our friends once more renew their eftorty 

To win the way'ring people to our intereſt, 

What think'ſt thou, ſay, of Zaphina and Palmita“ 

Mir. As of thy moſt reſign'd and faithful vaſſals, 

Mab. Oh, Mirvan! they're the deadlieſt of my 

| Mir. How ! | foes. 

Mab. Yes, they love each othe - 

| Mir. Well— What crime ?—— 3 
Mab. What crime, doſt ſay Learn all my frailty, 

My life's a combet: keen auſterity [then— 

Subjects my nature to abſtemious bearings- 

I've baniſh'd from my lips that trait'rous liquor, | 


| That either works to practices of outrage, 


Or melts the manly breafi to woman's weakneſs; 
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ge on the burning ſands, or deſart rocks, 
With thee I bear th* inclemency of climates, 
Freeze at the pole, or ſcorch beneath the line. 
bir all theſe tolls love only can retaliate, 
The only conſolation or reward; 
fit of my labours, idol of my incenſe, 
uus ſole divinity that I adore, 
Know, then, that | refer this young P+Imira 
T9 ll the ripea'd beauties that attend me; 
Deell on her accents, doat upon her ſmiles, - 
4nd am not mine, but her's, Now, judge, my friend, 
How vaſt the jealous tranſports of thy maſter, 
When at his 1eet he daily hears this charmer 
lor 2 foreign love, and, inſolent! 
Gire Mahomet a rival! 

Mir. How | and Mabomet 
Not inſtantly revenge 

Mb. Ah! ſhould he not? 
hut better to deteſt him, know him better: 
len then, that both my rival, and my love, 
Serang from the loins of this audacious tyrant, 


Mir. Alcanor !-— 


Mob. Is their father; old Hercides, 
To whole ſage inſtitution 1 commit 
My captive infants, late reyeal'd it to me 
Perdition ! I myſelf light up their flame, 
And fed it till I ſet myſelf on fire. 
Kell; means muſt be employ d; but ſee, the father: 
He comes this way, and launches from his eye 
Maligrant ſparks of enmity and rage. 
Mirvan, ſee all ta'en care of; let Hercides, 
With hiveſcorte, beſet yon gate; bid Ali 
Make proper diſpoſition round the temple; 
This done, return, and render me account 
Of what ſucceſs we meet with mongſt the people: 
Then Mirvan, we'll determine, or to looſe, + 
r bridle in out vengeance, is it ſuits, [Exit Mir. 


Enter Alcanor. 


Mab. Why doſt thou ſtart, Alcanor ? Whence that 
Ii then my fight ſo baneful to thee ? horror ? 
Ac. Muſt Ithen bear this? Muſtl meet in Mecca, 
Þn terms of peace, this ſpoiler of the earth? 
Mab. Approach, old man, without a bluſh, ſince 
Heay'n, | 
For ſome high end, decrees our future union. 

Alc, I bluſ not for myſelf, but thee, thou tyrant : 
For they, bad man | who com'ſt, with ſerpent - gulle, 
Toſow diffention in the realms of peace. 

Thy very name ſots families at variance, 

'Twixt fon and father burſts the bonds of nature, 
And ſcares endearment from the nuprial pillow ? 
And is it, inſolent difſembler! thus 

Thou com'ſ to give the ſons of Mecesa peace, 

And me an unknown god ? 

Mab, Were Ito anſwer any but Alcanor, 

That unknown god ſhould ſpeak in thunder for me: 
bat here with thee I'd parley as a man, | 

Ale. What canſt thou ſay? What urge in thy 

defence? 
Mat right haſt thou receiv'd to plant new faiths, 
Or lay a claim to royalty and prieſthood ? 

Mab. The right that a reſolv d and tow'ring ſpirit, 
flu ver the gro ling inſtinet of the vulgar 

Alc. Patience, good Heavens! have 1 not known 

thee, Mahomet, 
void of wealth, inheritance, or fame, . 
Kank'd with the loweſt of the low at Mecca? 

Mb. Doſt thou not know, thou haughty, feeble 
That the low inſect, lurking in the graſs, (man, 
And the imperi-l-eagle, whichaloft- - +»: 
Plaughs the ethereal! plain, are bothvalike 


la the Pcerhal eye. Mortals are equal | 
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It is not birth, magnificence, or pow'r, 
But virtue only, makes the difference twixt them. 
Alc. | Apart.] What ſacred truth, from what 

polluted lips! 

Mab. By virtue's ardent pinions borne on high, 
Heav'n met my zeal, gave me in ſolemn charge 
It's ſacred laws, then bade me on and publith. ; 
Alc. And did Heav'n bid thee on and plunder too 
Mab. My law is active, and inflames the foul 
With thirſt of glory, What can thy dumb gods ? 
What layrels ſpring beneath their ſooty altars! 
Thy ſlot h ful ſect diſgrace the human kind, 
Ennervate, liſeleis images of men 
Mine bear th' intrepid ſoul; my faith makes heroes, 
Alc. Go, preach theſe doctrines at Medina, where 
By proſtrate wretches, thou art rais'd to homage. 

Mab. Hear me; thy Mecca trembles at my name: 
If, therefore, thou wouldſt ſave thyſe!f or cry, 
Embrace my proffer'd friendſhip-=Whar, to-day, 
thus ſolicit, I'll command to-morrow. 

Alc. Contract with thee a friendſhip ! frontlefs® ' 
Know'ſ thou a god can work that miracle? [man! 

Mab. | do—Nceeflity—thy intereft. 

Ale. Intereſt is thy god; equity is mine. 
Propoſe the tie of this unnatural union; 

Say, is't the loſs of thy ill-fated ſon, 

Who, in the ſie ld, fell victim to my rage, 

Or the dear blood of my poor captive children, 
Shed by thy butchering hands ? | 

Mab. Ay, tis thy children. 

Mark me then well, and learn th' important ſecret 
Which I'm ſole maſter of— Thy children live. 

Alc, Live! 

Mab. Ves. both live 

Alo. What ſay'ſt thou ? Both! 

Mab. Ay, both. 

Alc. And doſt thou not beguile me? 

Mab. No, old man. 

Alc, Propitious heavens! Say, Mahomet, for now 
Methinks I could hold endleſs converſe with ther, 
Sav, what's their portion, liberty, or bondage ? 

Mab. Bred in my camp, and tntor'd in my law, 
[ hold the balance of their deſtinies ; 
And now tis on the turn—their lives, or deaths 
Tis thine to ſay which ſhall preponderate. 

Ac. Mine! Can I ſave them? Name the mighty 

ranſom— 

If I muſt bear their chains, double the weight, - 
And I will kiſs the hand that puts them on: 
Or if my ſtreaming blood muſt be the purchaſe, 
Drain every ſluice and channel of my body, 
My (ſwelling veins will burſt to give it paſſage. 

Mah. Ill tell thee then ——renounce thy pagan 
Aboliſh thy vain gods, and [faithz 

Alc, Ha! 

Mab. Nay, more, 
Surrender Mecca to me, quit this temple, 
Aſſiſt me to impoſe upon the world, 
Thunder my Koran to the gazing crowd, 
Proclaim me for their prophet, and their king, 
And be a glorious pattern of credulity 
Lo Korah's ſtubborn tribe. Theſe terms perform'd, 
Thy ſon ſhall be reſtor d; and Mah'met's ſelf 
Will deign to wed thy daughter, 

Alc. Hear me, Mahomet—— 
{ am a father, and this boſom boaſts 
A heart as tender as e'er parent bore. 18 
After a fifteen-years of anguiſh for them, 
Once more to view my children, claſp them to me, 
And die io their embraces — Melting thought! 
But were I doom'd, or to enſlave my country, 


And help'd to ſpread black-error o'er the earth; 
Or to behold theſe blood-embrued hands, 


Deprive me of them both—K now me, then, Ma- 


et, a , 
I'd not admit @ doubt to cloud my choice 
{ Locking 
fore be ſpeaks. 
Farewel. 

Mab. Why, fare thee well, then—Churliſh do- 
Inexorable fool! Now, by my arms, ſrard ! 
I will have great revenge; I'll meet thy ſcorn. 
With treble retribution. — 

Ester Mirvan. 
Well, my Mirvan, 
What ſay'ft thou to it now ? 

Mir. Why, that Alcanor 
Or we muſt fall. 


cearneſily at Mahomet for ſome time be- 


[Exit Alcanor, 


Mab. Fall, then, th' obdurate rebel! | 


Mir. The truce expires to-morrow, when Alcano: 
- Again is Mecca's maſter, and has vow'd 

Deſtruction on thy head: the ſenate too, 
Have paſs'd thy doom. 

£1. Hob. Thoſe heart-chill'd, paltry babblers, 

<— Plac'd on the bench of ſloth, with eaſe can nod 
And vote a man to death; why don't the cowards 
Stand — vonder plain ? — With half their num- 


J drove them headlong to their walls for ſhelter ; 
And he was deem'd the wiſeſt ſenator, 
That enter'd firſt the gate ; but now they think 
They've got me in the toil, their ſpirits mount, 
And they could prove moſt valorous aſſaſſins 
Well, this 1 like—1 always ow'd my 
To eppolition;z had I not met with ſtruggles, 
Id been obſcure—Enough—Periſh Alcanor! 
He marbled up, tbe pliant populace, 
Thoſe dupes of novelty will bend before us, 
Like ofiers to a hurricane. 

Mir. No time a 
Is to be loſt. 

Mab. But for a proper arm; 
For, however irkſome, we muſt ſave 
Appearances, and maſk it with the vulgar. 

Mir. True, my ſage chief What think ſt thou 

? 


then of Zaphna 
Mob. Of Zaphna, ſay ſt thou ! 
Mir. Yes, Alcanor's FO — 


He can in private de thee vengeance on him. 
Thy other fav'rites of maturer age, 

And more diſe zealous, would not riſk it: 
Youth is the ſtock, whence grafted ſuptrſtition 
Shoots with unbounded vigour, He's a ſlave 
To thy deſpotic faith, and urg d by thee, 
However mild his nature may appear, 

_ Howe'er humane and noble is his ſpirit, 

Or ftrong his reaſon, whete allow'sd to reaſon, 

He would, for Heaven's ſake, martyr half mankind. 
Ma. The brother of Palmira! 
Mir. Yes, that brother, 

The only ſon of thy outrageous ſoe, 

And the inceſtuous rival of thy love. 

Mob. I hate the ſtrippling, loath his very name: 
The manes of my ſon, too, cries for vengeance 
On the curs'd fire; but then thou know'ſt my love, 

Know'ft from whoſe blood ſhe ſprang; this taggers, 

And yet I'm here ſurrounded with a gulph ¶ Miryan, 

Ready to ſwallow me; come too, in que 

Of altars and a throne— What muſt be done 

My warring paſſions, like contending clouds, 

When fraught with thuader's fatal fuel, burft 

Upon themſelves, and rend me with the ſhock. 

And ſhall ennervating, contagious | 

Hag my aſpiring ſpimt, fink me down 

To woman's ſhackles, make a lap-thing of me? 

Glory ! that muſt not bel ambition ſill, 


** 


1 
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And great revenge, impetuous their cla: 1 be 
And muſt be notic'd. — bog = Some gl 
Touch not at once upon the ſtartling purpoſe Learn at 
But make due preparation, ; Ard abo 

Mir. I'll attack him | 2000 
With all the forces of enthuſiaſm: Thy hit 


There lies our ſtrength. Yet, (pi 


Mb. virſt then, a ſolemn yow Again | 
To ct whatever Heav'n by me enjoins him, Ie held 
Next, omens, dreams; and viſions may be pleade And bon 
Hints too of black defigns by this Alcanor Pal, | 
Upon Palmira's virtue, and his Pg hi 
But to the prooft—Be now propitious, fortune! —_ 
Then love, ambition, 3 jointly triumy . — 
. — With gre 
* ARR. Zub. 
A & TI — 
SCENE, ao grand Apartment, Doubt no 
Enter Zaphna and Palmira. Will prov 
Zaph. A's ANOR claim a private confereg fuewel, 
What bas he to unfold? {with O earth 
Pal. | tremble, Zaphna. Pal, M 
Za Time preſs'd too, did he ſay? What me 
Pal. He did; then caſt Alcanor, 
A look ſo piercing on me, it o'erwhelm'd Fea Mat 
My face with deep confulion : this he mark'd; like one 
Then, ſtarting, left me. | gaze aro 
Zaph. [ Afde.) Ha! this gives me fear 4a! ſeem 
That Mirvan's jealouſies are too well grounded; WM A-right: 
But I muſt not diſtract her tender boſom ad line 
With viſionary terrors.—{ Te Pal. ] Both in privy ſvn the! 
Pal. In private both. l 
Zaph. Her virtue, and my life ! L be! 
It cannot be; fo reverend a form | In ſent | 
Could ne'er be pander to ſuch black devices. Proeft th 
Pal. But let us ſhun it, Zaphna ; much | feu Zepf 
Alcanor has deceiv'd us: dread the treachery Ls 
nce 


Of this blood-thirſty ſenate. - Truſt me, Zaphia 
They've ſworn the extirpation of our faith, 
Nor care by what vile mean 

Zaph. My ſoul's beſt treaſure, | 
For whoſe. ſecurity my ey'ry thought 
Is up in arms, regardleſs of my own; 

Shun thou Aleanor's preſence. This hour, Palm 
Mirvan, by order of our royal pontiff, 
Prepares to ſolemnize ſome act of worſhip 
Of a more hallow'd and myſterious kind 
Than will admit of vuigar eye. Myſelf 
Alone am honour'd to aſſiſt. 

Pal. Alone | 

Zaph. Yes, to devote myſelf by ſolemn vo- 
For ſome great act, of which my fair's the p 

Pal. What act? 2 

Zaph. No matter, fince my lov'd Palmiri 
Shall be the glorious recompence. 

Pal. Methinks 1 do not like this ſecret rows 
Why muſt I not be preſent? Were I with thee, 
I ſhould not be ſo anxious; 

For, truſt me, Zaphria, my aff-Rion for thee 
Is of that pure, diſintereſted nature, g 
So free from pafſhon's taint, I've no one wiſh 
To have thee more than thus; haye thee my int 
Share thy: lov'd canyerſe, wait upon thy weilart 
And view thee with a fiſter's ſpotleſs cye- 

A i Angelic excellence | 

Pati. And, let me tell thee, 

This Mirvan, this fierce Mirvan, gives me !t 
So far from tend'ring conſolation to me, 
His theme is blood and laughter z 2s 1 met bim 
His eyes flam'd fury, whilſt in dubious phralt 


He thus beſpoke mg The deRtcoying ang! 
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28 bone glorious deed for thee, yet hid in darkneſs; 
W Lara an implicit rev'rence tor it's will, 
| Purpole, 4nd above all, I warn thee, fear for Zaphna, 
| Ziph. What could he mean? Can I believe, Al- 
Thy tair deportment but a treach'rous maſk ? [canor, 
Yet, ſpite of all the rage that ought to fire me 
kginſt this rebel to our faith and prophet, 
00 him ['; held me happy in his friendſhip, 
ws hooked 4nd bondage wore the hvery of choice. 
1 f Pd. How has Heav'n fraught our love-link'd 
, hearts, my Zaphna, 
* With the ſame thoughts, averſions, and defires ! 
* at for thy ſafety, and our dread religion, | 
y triumy That thenders hatred to all infidels, 
With great remorſe I ſhould accuſe Alcanor, 
Zub. Let us ſhake off this vain remorſe, Palmira, 
liga ourſelves to Heav'n, and act it's picaſure, 
The hour is come that I muſt pledge my vow. 
rtment, Doubt not but the Supreme, whoclaims this ſervice, 
ira. Will prove propitious to our chaſte endearments. 
vate conferenl furwel, my love; I fly to gain the ſummit 
[with O earth's felirity-—to gain Palmita. [ Exit. 
Pal, Where'er I turn me here, tis all ſuſpicion. 
ay? What means this vow ! Mirvan, I like thee not. 
Alcanor, too, diſtracts my tim": ove breaſt. 
elm'd Len Mah'met's ſelf 1 dread whilſt I invoke him. 
he mark'd; like one benighted *midR a place of tombs, 
| gaze around me, ſtart at ev'ry motion, 
ne fear hal ſeem hemm'd ia by viſionary ſpectres.— 
11 grounded; All-righteous Puw's, whom, trembling, I adore, 
fom kad blindly follow, oh ! deliver me 
oth in pri Inm theſe heart-rending terror Ha! who's bere? 
Enter Mahomet. 
Lebe! tis Mahomet himſelf! kind Heav'n 
| Hu ſent him to my ad- My gracious lord, 
devices. Ivteft the dear, dear idol of my ſoul; 
; much | feu Ziphna 4 guard him from 
treachery Mab. Frem what — Why, Zaphna? 
we, Zaha Pence this vain terror? Js be not with us? 
ur faith, Pal. Oh, Sir, you double now my ap . 
Thoſe broken accents, and that eager — 
den you have anguiſh ſmothering at the heart, 
t Jod prove, for once, that Mahomet's a mortal. 
" Mab. | Apart.) Ha! 1 tha'l turn a traitorto myſelf! 
hour, Palmi Vi! woman, woman! hear me; ought I not 
if, To be enrag'd at thy profane attachment ? | 
/orſhip n could thy breaſt, without the keeneſt ſting, 
kind pardour one thought not diQated by me? 
ſyſelf that young mind, | took ſuch toil to form, 
um d an jngrate and infidel at once? 
| , rebellious maid 
ſolemn you Pal, What doſt thou ſay, 
air's the pri royal lord? Thus proſtrate at your feet, 
| t me implore forgiveneſs, if in augbt 
4 Palmira have Hended ; talk not to me thus; 
frown from thee, my father and my king, 
t ſecret row. eth to poor Pa)mirg. Say then, Mahomet, 
I with thee, bon not in this very place permit him 
tender me his vows ? 
on for thet Mah. [Hpart.] How the ſoft trait'reſs racks me 
by — Riſe, Pal mira 
0 one wiſh , rebel loye !. J muſt be calm Come hither ; 
thee my fie \ we, raſh maid, of ſuch imprudent ſteps, 
1 thy welfare ) lead to gujlt, What wild, pernicious errors | 
ſteye E heart yield to, if not greatly watch d 
E In loying Zaphna, ſure jt cannot err; 
es nothing wild, nothing pernicious 
ives me \ ah Haw | R 
> me, 7 theme delights yo 
as 1 met bia 4. I muſt owa it does. « 
jous phraſe * 7 great matter ; for I ſtill have thought 
ag angel * Heav'n itſelf approv'd of my afeQiony 


Mu be let looſe—Palmira, Heav'n ordains 
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| They're till moſt zealous, who're moſt 


And gave a ſanRion to our mutual ardours. 

Can what was virtue once, be now a crime? 
Mab. Ve- towards me you are - 

You, nurs d from Jnfancy beneath my eye, 

Child of my care, and pupil of my faith; 

You, whom my partial fondneſs ſtill diſtinguiſh'd 

From all the captive youths that grac'd my triumphs; 

And you, Who now, without my leave, permit 

A ſlave to bear thee from my fight for ever. 

Pal. No, we both live, nay more, would die for thee 
And, oh ! my lord, if all that earth can offer, 
Of grandeur, opulence, or pleaſure, e er 
Shall make me deaf to gratitude's demands, 

May Zaphna's ſelf be evidence againſt me, 

And plead for double vengeance on my treach'ry. 
Mab. [ Apart.] Zaphna again!] Furies! I ſhall re- 
And make her witneſs of my weakneſs. [lapſe! 

Pal. Sir! 

What ſudden ſtart of paſſion arms that eye | 

Mab. Oh, nothing! pray, retire awhile; take 

courage, 
I'm not at all diſpleas'd; twas but to ſound 
The depth of thy young heart: I praiſe thy choice. 
Truſt then, thy deareſt int'reſt to my boſom : 
| But know, your fate depends on your obedience. 
If I have been a guardian to your youth, 
If all my laviſh bounties paſt weigh avght, 
Deſerve the futu:e bleſſings which await you. 
Howe'er the voice of Heay'n diſpoſe of Zaphna, 
Confirm him in the path where duty leads, 
That he may keep his vow, and merit thee. 

Pal. Diſtruſt bim not, my ſov'reign ; noble Z aphna 
Diſdains to lag in love or glory's courſe. | 

Mah. Enough of word 

Pal. As boldly I've avow'd 
The love I bear that hero at your feet, 

I'll now to him, and fire his gen'rous breaſt, 
To prove the duty he has ſworn to thee, ¶ Exif Pal. 

Mab. Confuſion! muſt I, ſpite o'me, be made 
The confident of her inceſtuous paſſion ? 

What could 1 fay ? Such ſweet fimplicity 
Lur'd.-down-my rage, and innocently wing'd 
The arrow through my heart. And, ſhall I bear this? 
Be made the curſt Alcanor's houſe ? 
Check'd In my rapid progreſs by the fire, 
Supplanted in my love by this raſh boy, 
And made a gentle pander to the daughter ? 
Perditiog on the whole deteſted race 

Enter Mirvan. 
Mir. Now, Mahomet, 's the time to ſeize on 
Cruſh this Alcanor, and enjoy Palmira. [ Mecca, 
This night the old enthufiait offers incenſe 
To his vain gods in ſacred Caabo. ; 
Zaphna, who flames with zeal for Heay'n and thee, 
May be won o'er to ſeize that lucky moment. 
Mah. He ſhall; it muſt be ſo; he's born to act 


- 


| The glorious crime; and let him be at once 


The inſtrument and victim of the murder. ; 
My law, my love, my vengeance, my own ſafety, 
Have doom's it ſo.——But, Mirvan, doſt thou think 


His youthful courage, nurv'd in ſuperſtition, 


Can e er be work'd-——— 

Mir. 1 tell thee, Mabomet, 

He's tutor'd to accompliſh thy deſign. 
Palmira too, who thinks thy will is Heav'n's, 
Will nerve his arm to execute thy pleaſure. 
Love and enthuſiaſm blind her youth: N 
ignorant. 
Mab. Did'ſt thou engage him by a folema vow 
Mir, I did, with all th" r 

Thy law enjoins; then gave him, as thee, 


A 2 ſword, ty 20 thy will, 
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Oh, he is burning with religious fury? 


Mab. But hold, he comes 
Enter Tiphna. 
Child of that awful and tremenduous pow'r, 
Whoſe laws I publiſh, whoſe behefts n 
Liſten, whilſt I vnfold his ſacred will. 
*Tis thine to vindicate his ways to man; 
*Tis thine his injur'd worſtlip to avenge. 
Zaph. Thou lord of nations, delegate of Heav'n, 
Sent to ſhed day o'er the benighted world, 
Oh, ſay, in what can Zaphna prove his duty? 
Inſtruct me bow a frail, earth-priſon'd mortal, 
Can or avenge, or vindicate a god. 
Mab. By thy weak arm hedeigns to prove his cauſe, 
And launch his vengeance on blaſpheming rebels. 
abp. What glorious action, hat illuſtrious danger, 
Does that Supreme, whoſe image thou, demand! 
Place me, oh! place me in the front of battle, 
*Gainft odds innumerable; try me there, © 
Or, if a fingle combat claim my might, 
e ſtouteſt Arab tnay ſtep forth, and'ſee 
If Zaphna fail to greet him as he ought, 
Mab. Oh, greatly ſaid, my ſon; tis inſpiration ! 
But heed me: tis not by a glaring act 
Of human valour, Heav'n has will'd to prove thee ; 
This infidels themſelyet may boaſt, when led 
By oftentation, rages or brute-like raſhneſs. 
To do whate'er Heay'n gives in ſacred charge, 
Nor dare to ſound it's fathomleſs decrees, 
This, and this only's meritorjous zeal. 
Attend, adore, obey; thou ſhalt be arm'd 
By death's remorſeleſs angel, which awairy me. 
re. * out, pronounce : what vitim muſt 


r 
What tyrant ſacrifice ? Whoſe blood requir't thou? 
Mab. The, blood of a deteſted infidel, 
A murderer, a foe to Heav'n and me, . 
A. wretch who flew my child, blaſphemes my god, 
And like a huge Colofſus bears a world 
Of impious oppoſition to my faith; 
The blood of curſt Alcanor. 
Zaph, 1I!—— Alcanor! | 
Aab. What 1,doſt thou hefitate! Rafi youth, be- 
He that deliberates is ſacrilegiou _ [ware, 
Far, far from me be thoſe audacious mottals, 
Who for themſelves would impiouſly judge, 
Or ſee with their own eyes; who dares to think, 
Was never born a proſelyte for me. 
Know who Iam; know, on this very ſpot, 
Toe charg'd thee with tlie juſt decree of Heav'n; 
And when that Heav'n requires of thee no mbre 
Than the, bare off ring of it's deadlieft foe, 
Nay, thy foe too, and mine; why doſt thou balance, 
As thy own father were the victim claim'd!_ 
Go, vile idolator, falſe muſſulmah, 
Go ſeek. another maſter; a new faith, 
Zapb. Oh, Mabomet! | 
Mah. Juſt when the prize is ready, 
When fair Palmira's defti n'd to Foy aMmS— 
But what's Palmira? gt what's Heav'n to thee, 
hou poor, weak rebel to thy faith and love? 
, ſerve and cringe to our detefted foe ? 
Zapb. Oh, pardon, Mahomet! methinks I hear 
The oracle of Heay'i=-it mall be done. 
Mah.,Ohey then, trike, and for his impious blood, 
Palmira's charts and 2 be thine; [ Exeunt. 
' Zaph. [Aloe] Soft, let me thikk—this duty 
„ wears the face | "at 
N ore than monſtrout—pardon, Heas'n 
o ſacrifice an nnacen} old man, l 
Weigh'd down with age, unfuccour'd, and unatm'd! 
When I am hoſta ze for his ſafety too. — 


No matigr, fle f bas choſe me fot the abi, 


3”. 
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My vow is paſs'd, and muſt be ſtraight fulfill 
Ye ſtern, relentleſs miniſters of wrath, X 
Spirits of vengeance, by whoſe ruthleſs hands 
The havughty tyrants of the earth have ble1, 
Come to my ſuccour; to my flaming zeal 
Join your determin'd courage; 
And thou, angel | 
Of Mahomet, exterminating angel, 
That mow'ſt down nations to prepare his paſſage, 
Support my fault-ring will, harden my heart, 
Leſt nature, pity, plead Alcanor's cauſe, 
And wreſt the dagger from me. 
Hah ! who comes here? 
Enter Alcanor. 
| Alc. Whence, Zaphna, that deep gloom, 
That like a blaſting mildew on the ear 
Of promis'd harveſt, blackens o'er thy viſage? 
Grieve not that here, through form, thou art con. 
| hold thee not as hoſtage, but as friend, [fin's; 
And make thy ſafety partner with my own, 
Zaph. [ Apart.) And make my ſafety partner 
with thy own! 
Ale. The bloody carnage, by this truce ſuſpended 
For a few moments, like a torrent check'se 
In it's full flow, will with redoubled ſtrength 
Bear all before it. - 
In this impending ſcene of public horror, 
Be then, dear youth, theſe manſions thy aſylum, 
I'll be thy hoſtage now, and with my lire 
Will anſwer that no miſchief ſhall befal thee. 
| know not why, but thou art precious to me. 
Zapb. [ Apart.) Heav'n, duty, gratitude, ho- 
manity? 
What did'f} thou fay, Alcanor? Did'ſt thou ſay, 
That thy own roof ſhould ſhield me from the tempeſt? 
That thy-own life ſtood hoſtage for my ſafety? 
Ale. Why thus ama d at my compaſſion fer thee? 
| am a man myfe!f, and that's enough 
To make me feel the woes of other men, 
And labour to redreſs 'em.——— 
Zapb. ¶ Apart, ] What melody theſe accents make! 
And whilft my own religion ſpurs to murder, 
His precepts of human: ty prevail. 
Can then a foe to Mahomet's ſacred law, [To Ale 
Be virtue's friend? 
Alc. Thou know'ſt but little, Zaphna, 
If thou doſt think true virtue is confin'd 
ro elimes or ſyſtems ; no, it Rows ſpontaneous, 
Like life's warm ſtream, throughout the whole cret- 
And beats the pulſe of ey'ry healthful heart. tion 
How can'ſt thou, Zaphna, worthip for thy god 
A being claiming cruelry and murders 
From his adorers? Such is thy maſter's god— 
Zapb:i” [ Apart.) Oh, my relenting ſou! | thou 
almoſt thaw'd 
From thy reſolve.— pray you, Sir, no more. 
Peace, 'reaſon, peace! ; 
Alt. (hors. The more I view him, talk vid 
him, obſerve 
His underſtanding tow'ring bove his age; 
His candour; which e'en' bigotry can't (mother; 
The more my breaſt takes intereſt in his welfare 
[To Taphna. ] Zaphna, come near oft hart 
thought to alk thee, 
To whom thou bwꝰſt thy birth ; whoſe gen'rous blood 
Swells thy young veins, and mantles at thy bean. 
Zapb. That wells in darkgeſs, no one friend 
4 * Mm . ' 1 N 


Ere gave me glimpſe from whom I am deſcencte. 
The camp of godliſes Manomet has been 

My cradle, and my country; whilſt, of all 

His captive infants, no one more has ſhat q 


The ſupine bf kis ctemency and care 


Palmuri 
Of my 
Alc. 
The flo 
Will po 
if | can 
From t! 
Of his 
For you 


His abſ 
To my 


t fulfill, 


„ 

fs hands 
ble i, 
zeal 


his paſſage, 
y heart, 
e, 


loom, 

r 

viſage? 
thou art con. 
d, an's: 
own, 


afety partner 


ee ſuſpended 
eck'd 
trength 


rory 

by aſylum, 
ire 

al thee, 

to me. 
atitude, ho- 


thou ſay, 
the tempeſt? 
ſafety? 
on for thee? 


cents make! 


z1rangnu?, 

e whole ces. 
heart, tion, 
U thy god | 


0e 
ſou; | chou 


more. 


D, talk with 


©; 
(mother; 

s welfair,- 

-I oft hare 


n'rous blood 
thy heart. 
one Friend 
deſcendtd- 


at d 


ä 


But why was Mahomet thy benefactor! 

Why was not 1! I envy bim that glory. 

Why then this impious man has been a father 
Jike to thee, and to the fair Palmira? 

Zopb. Oh! 

Alc. What's the cauſe, my Zaphna, of that ſigh, 
And all that language of a ſmother'd angulſch; 

Why didſt thou ſnatch away thy cordial eye, 
That hone on me before? 

Zaph. [ Apart. ] Oh, my torn heart! 
pelmira s name revives the racking thought 
Of my near blunted purpoſe. 

Alc. Come, my friend. 

The flood-gates of deſtruction ſoon thrown ope, 

Will pour in ruin-on that curſe of nations, 

if | can fave but thee, and fair Palmira, 

From this o'erflowing tide, let all the reſt 

Of his abandon'd minions be the victims 

For vour deliverance—l muſt fave your 1 F 
2 | Apart.) Tuſt Heav'n ! and is't not I mu 
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Ale. Nay, tremble! if thou dar'ſ to heſitate, 
Fullow me ſtraight. | 
Enter Pharon. 

Pha. Alcanor, read that letter, 

Put in my hands this moment by an Arab, 
With utmeft ſtealth, and air beſpeaking ſomewhat 
Of high importance. 

Ale, [ Reads.] Whence is this? Hercides! 
Cautious, my eyes! be ſure you're not miſtaken 
In what you here inſinuate. Gracious Heav'n ! 

Will then thy Providence at length o'ec-rule 
My wayward fate, and, by one matchleſs bleſſing, 
Sweeten the ſuff rings of a threeſcore years ! 

[ After looting for ſome time earneſtly at Zaphpa. 
Follow me. 

Zapb. Thee !—But Mahomet— 

Ale. Thy life, 

And all it's future bliſs, dwells on this moment, 

Follow, I ſay. [ Exeunt Alc. and Pha. 

Eater Miryan and bis Attendants baſtily on the atber 
Side of the Stage. 

Mir. [ToZaph.] Traitor, turn back; what means 
This conference with the foe? To Mahomet 
Away, this inſtant; he commands thy preſence. 

Zapb. | Apart.] Where am I? Heav'ns! How 

ſhall I now reſolve ! 
How at | A precipice on ev'ry fide, 
And the firſt, leaſt ſtep's perdition. 
_— man, our prophet brooks not ſuch 
75 0 
Go, ſtop the bolt that's ready to be launch'd 
Un thy rebellious head. | 
eb. Yes, and renounce | 
This horrid vow, that's poiſon to my ſou), 
| [Exit with Mir, &c 
Re-enter Alcanor and Pharon. 

Ale, Where is this Zaphna ?—But he flies me; 
Ja vain I call in all the ſoft'ning arts | 
Of pity, love, and friendſhip, to engage him: 

His breaſt is ſear'd by that impoſtor's precepts, 
Gainſt all whe bid defiance to his laws. 

But, Pharon, didſt thou mark the baneful gloom, 
The ſomewhat like reluctance, rage, aud pity, 
That blended ſat upon his penſive brow ? 

Pha, 1 did; there's ſomething at his heart 

Alc. There ig 
Would I could fathom. it ! This letter, Pharon, 

His alpeRt, age ; the tranſport that I taſte 
Wheg he it near me z the anxiety 
His abſence gives; do too much violence 


To my diſtraRtes. ſenſe, Hercides, here : 


Ale. 4 do not blame thy gratitude, young man. | 


ME T 
Deſires to ſee me; twas bis barbarous hands 
That robb'd me of my children; they are living, 
He tells me, under Mahomet's protection; 

And he has ſomething to unfold, on which 
Their deſtiny and mine depends. This Zaphna, 
And young Palmira, vaſſals of that tyrant, 
Are ignorant from whom they are deſcended. 
Imagination's pregnant with the thought | 
My wiſhes mock me. Sinking with my grief, 
| blindly catch at ev'ry flatt'ring error, 
And ſupplicate deception's ſelf for ſuccour. 4 
Pha. Hope, but yet fear; Alcanor; think, my 
How many infants from their parents torn, [chief 
E'er conſcious whoſe they are, attend that tyrant, 
Drink in his dictates, place their being in him, 
And deem him an infallible diſpenſer 
Of Heaven's deciſions 
Alc. Well, no matter, Pharon, | 
At noon of night conduct Hercides hither; 
Thy maſter, in th' adjoining fane, once more 
Will importune the gods with prayers and incenſe, 
That he may ſave his friends, and ſee his children. 
Pba. Thou thalt not find thy Pharonflack in avghty 
That tends to thy deliverance from this anguiſh. 
| [ Exit Pharon, 
Alc. Juſt Heav'n, if. by erroneous thought or act, 
[ have drawn down your fierce diſpleaſure oa me, 
Point me to right; I'll onward to it's goal 
With double energy; will expiate all, 
That in the days of ignorance might offend, 
Ouly reftore my children to my care, 
Give to my craving arms my hapleſs children, 
That I may form them, turn em back from wrong, 
Weed their young minds of thoſe pernicious errors 
he arch-impoſtor has implanted in em; 
Train 'em in virtue's ſchool, and lead them on 
To deeds of glorious and immortal honour. 
— 
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SCENE, Mahomet's Apartment. 


Mab. MBITION knows not conſcience 
Well, this Zaphna | 

Is fix'd at length I leflon'd him ſo home, 

Dealt to his young enthuſiaſtic ſoul 

Such promiſes and threat 

Enter Mirvan. 

Mirvan, what news? 
Mir. Oh, Mahomet ! I fear the nice-wov'n web 
four deſign's unravell d. Eer thy ſpirit 
ad re- inflam'd young Zaphna with the thirſt 

Of old Alcanor's blood, he had reveal'd 

The dreadful purpoſe to Hercides—— a 

Mab. Hah! 

Mir. Hercides loves the youth, and Zaphna ſtill 
Has held him as a father. 

Mab. That I like not. ; 

What'does Hercides ſay? thinks be with us? 

Mir. Oh, no; he trembles at the very thought. 
Of this dread icene, compaſſionates Alcanor, 
And | 7 

ab. He's but a half-friend then, and a half- friend 
Is not a ſpan from traitor. Mirvan, Mirvan, 
A dangerous witneſs muſt be ſome way dealt with z 
Am I obey'd? | . 
| Mir. "Tis done. 

Mah. Then for the reſt— 

Or e'er the harbinger of morrow's dawn 
Gleam in the eaſt, Alcanor, thou muſt ſet, 
Or Mahomet and all bis hopes muſt periſh. 
| rhat's the firſt lep then—Zaphna, next for thee. 
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Soon a34hy hands hars dealt the midnight miſclicf, 
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In thy own blood the ſecret muſt be drown'd. 
Thus quit of ſon and father (thoſe curſt rivals, 
Who elbow me at once in love and grandeur, ) 
Both Mecca and Palmira ſhall be mine. 
Qh, tow'ring proſpet! How it fills the eye 
Of my aſpiring and enamour'd ſoul! 
Night, put on double ſable, that no ſtar 
May be a ſpy on thoſe dark deeds— Well, Mirvan, 
Shall we accompliſh this? 
Mir. We ſhall, my chief. 
Mab. What tho' I ſeize his life from whom ſhe 
ſprung ? | | 
He's not her father, as ſhe knows it not. 
Truſt me, thoſe partial ties of blood and kindred, 
Are but the illuſive taints of education: 
What we call nature, is mere habit, Mirvanz 
That habit's on our (ide; for the whole ſtudy 
Of this young creature's life has been obedience ; 
To think, believe, and act, as pleaſur'd me. 
But hold, the hour on which our fortune hangs, 
Is now at hand. While Zaphna ſeeks the temple, 
Let us look round us, ſee that not a wheel 
Lag in the vaſt machine we have at work. 
It is ſucceſs that conſecrates our actions. 
The vanquiſh'd rebel, as a rebel dies; 
The victor- rebel plumes him on a throne. [ Exeunt 
SCENE changes to the Temple, 
Enter Zaphna, with a drawn Sword in bit Hand. 
Zaph. Well then, it muſt be ſa; I muſt diſcharge 
Thiy cruel duty— Mahemet enjoins it, 
And Heay'n, thro' him, demands jt of my hands. 
Horrid, though ſacred act - My ſoul ſhrinks back, 
And won't admit conviction— Ay, but Heav'a! 
Heav'n's call I muſt obey—Oh, dire obedience, 
What doſt thou coft me ! My humanity ! | 
Why, duty, art thou thus at war with nature ? 
Enter Palmirs. 
Thou here, Palmira ! Ob, what fatal tranſport 
Leads thee to this ſad place, theſe dark abodes, 
Sacred todeath ? Thou haſt no buſineſs here. 
Pal. Oh, Zaphna! fear and love have been my 
guides. 
What horrid ſacrifice is this enjoin'd thee ? 
What victim does the god of Mahomet 
Claim from thy tender hand? 
Zaph. Oh, my guardian angel, 
Speak, reſolve me; 
How can aflaſſination be a virtue ? 
How can the gracious parent of mankind 
Delight in mankind's ſuff rings? Mayn't this pro- 
This great announcer of his heav'oly will, {phet, 
Miſtake it once? 
Pal. Oh, tremble to examine. 
He ſees our hearts To doubt, is to blaſpheme. 
 Saph. Be ſteady then, my ſoul, firm to thy pur- 
And let religion ſteel thee againſt pity. [ poſe, 
Come forth, thou foe to Mahomet and Hoeav'n, 
And meet the doom thy rebel faith deſerves; 
Come forth, Alcanor. 
-Pal. Who, Alcanor! 
ZAaph. Yes. 25 
Pal. The good Alcanor ? 
Zopb. Good! | 
Curſe on his pagan virtues! He muſt die; 
So Mahomet commmdm And yet, methinks, 
Some other deity arreſts my arm, 
And whiſpers to my heart— Z aphna, forbear. 
Pal. Diſtracting ſtate 
Zapb. Alas, my dear Palmira, 
I'm weak, and ſhudder at this bloody bur'neſs, 
Help me, O help, Palmirz! I am torn, 
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And drag it diff rent ways. Alas! Pal 
You ſee me toſſing on a ſea of paſſions; 
"Tis thine, my angel, to appeaſe this tempeſt, 
Fix my diſtracted will, and teach me 

Pal. - What ? 

What can I teach thee in this ftrife of paſſions? 
Oh, Zaphna ! I revere our holy prophet, 

| Think all bis laws are regiſter'd in heav'n, 
And ev'ry mandate minted in the ſkies, 

Zaph. But then, to break through hoſpitality, 
And murder him by whom we are protected 

Pal. Oh, poor Alcanor! gen tous, good Alcanor 
My heart bleeds for thee. 

Zaph. Know then, unleſs I a@t this horrid ſcene 
Unlefs | plunge this dagger in the breaſt 
Of that old man, I muſt -i muſt— 

Pal. What 

Zapb. Muſt, Palmira— | 
(Ob, agonizing thought!) loſe thee for ever. 

Pal. Am 1 the price of good Alcanor's blood? 

Zaph. So Mahomet ordains. 

Pal. Horrible dowry! 
| Zepb. Thou know ſt the curſe our prophet hi 

denounc'd, 
Of endleſs tortures, on the difobedient: 
Thou know' with what an oath I've bound myſelf 
To vindicate his laws, extirpate all 
That dare oppoſe bis progreſs. Say then, fair-o0n 
Thou tvtore(s divine, inſtruct me how, 
bow to obey my chief, perform my oath, 
Vet lift to mercy's call. 

Pal. This rends my heart. 

Zaph. How to avoid being baniſh'd thee for ere 

Pal. Oh, fave me from that thought! mult that 

e er be? 

Zapb. It muſt not : thou haſt now pronounc'd hi 

Pal. What doom ?—Have 1! { doom 

Zaph, Yes, thou haſt ſeal d his death. 

Pal. I ſeal his death - Did 1? 

Zaph. *Twas heav'ngſpoke by thee; thou'rt it 
And I'll fulfil it's laws. This is the hour [otacie, 
In which he pays, at the adjoining altar, 

Black rites to his imaginary gods. 
Follow me not, Palmiia. 
I will not, dare not leave thee. 

Zaph. Gentle maid, 

I beg thee fly theſe walls; thou can't not bear 
This horrid ſcene——Oh, theſe are dreadful moments! 
Be gone—quick—this way 

Pel. No, Il! follow thee, 

Retread thy ev'ry footſtep, though they lead 
To the dark gulph of death. 
Zaph, Thou matchleſs mad To the dire trial 
then. [ Exeunt, 
SCENE draws, and diſcovers the Inner Par! of ibe 
pry ar with a Pagan Altar and Images. Alcaudt 
ad, "org bimſelf to the Idols. 

Alc. Eternal powers, that deign to bleſs theſe 
Protectors of the ſons of Iſhmael, { manſions, 
Cruſh, cruſh this blaſphemous invader's force, 
And turn him back with ſhame. If pow'r be your 
Oh, ſhield your injur'd votaries, and lay 
Oppreſlion bleeding at your altar's foot, 

Enter Zaphna' and Palmira. 

Pal. [ig Act not this bloody deed. OU 

tave him, ſave him. | 

Zaph. Save him, and loſe both paradiſe and the* 

Pal. Hah, yon he ftandi—Oh, Zaphna | ! 
Is frozen at the fight, | 1 

Ale, Tis in your own behalf that I imploie 


I Tue tertort of your might; twift, ſwiftly 


Pour vengcauct on thit vile apottate's head, 


It Heav't 
b it my 

Prochaimm 
Liphna! 


Zoph. 
Who call 
What fie 

Pal. 1 


0 


ilmin, Who dares profanely wreſt your thunder from you, 


z And lodge it with an unknown, fancied god. 
empeſt, Zapb. Hear how the wietch blaſphemes ! So, 
5 Pal, Hold, Zaphna. a. 
Zaph. Let me go 
paſſions? Pal; | cannot—cannot. 
et, Ale, But if, for reaſons which dim-fighted mortals 
in, cant look into, you'il crown this daring rebel 
» With royalty and priefthood, take my life, 
hoſpitality, And if, ye gracious pow'rs, you've aught of bliſs 
tected u fore for me, at my laſt hour permit me 
ood Alcanor To ſee my children, pour my bleſſing on them, 
Expire in their dear arms; and let them cloſe 
horrid ſcene Theſe eyes, hien then would wiſh no after-fight. 
aft Pu. His children, did he ſay ? 
Zapb. 1 think he did 
Al. For this I'll at your altar pay my vows, 
And make it ſmoke with incenſe, ¶ Rerires bebind. 
1 Zupb. ¶ Drawing bis word.] Inſulting heav'n, 
or's blood? he flies to ſtones for refuge: 
Now let me ſtri ke. 
Pal. Stay but one moment, Zaphna, 
r prophet he Zapb. It muſt not be—onhand me, 
Pal, What to do! 
nt: Zapb. To ſerve my god and king, and merit thee. 
dound myſelf {Breating from Palmira, and going towards the 
: Altar, be flarts, and flops ſhort. 
en, fair-on Hi! what are ye, ye terrifying ſhades! 
, What means this lake of blood that ties before me 
th, Pal. Oh, Zaphna, let us fly theſe horcid roofs. 
Zapb. No, no—Go, on, ye miniſtess of death; 
Lead me the way, I'II follow ye. 
thee for ever Pal. Stay, Zaphna, 
it! mult tha Heap no more horrors on me; I'm expiring 
2 Beneath the load. 
ronounc's hi Zepb. Be huſh'd the altar trembles ! 
{ 400m What means that omen? Does it ſpyr to murder, 
th. Or would it rein me back? No, 'tis the voice 
2 Of Heav'n itſelf, that chides my ling'cing hand. 
3 chou 't it Now ſend up thither all thy yows, Palmira, 
vur [oraci WW Wia 1 obey it's will, and give the ſtroke, 
ar, | [ Goes out bebind the Arar after Alcanor. 
Pal. What vows ! will Heav'n ceceive a murd'rer's 
yows ? ; 
For ſure I'm ſuch, whilſt I prevent not murder. 
Why beats my heart thus ? What ſoft voice is this 
That's waken'd in my ſoul, and preaches mercy ? 
not bear If Heav'n'demands his life, dare I oppoſe? 
ful moments I þ it my place to judge? Hah! that dire groan 
Pochims the bloody bus'neſs is about. 
Caphna! Ob, Zaphna! 
y lead Re enter Taphna. 
"UP Zaph. Hah, where am 1? 
the dire trial BR Who calls me? Where's Palmira ? She's not here: 
Ertan. What fiend has ſnatch'd her from me? 
er Part of tit Pal. Heavens! he raves! 
yes. Alcan Dea thou not know me, Zaphna? Her who lives 
For thee alone Why doſt thou gaze thus on me ? 
d bleſs theſe Zapb. Where are we ? 
{ manſions, Pul, Haſt thou then diſcharg'd 
z force, The borrid duty ? 
w'r be youry Zoph, What doſt thou ſay ? 
* Pal. Alcanor 
. Zarb. Alcanor! what Alcanor ? 
. | Pal. Gracious Heaven, 
y deed. Oh! v» ws vpon him! 
| ts de gone, my Zaph 
life and the! let“, fly hin — org 
bna! l Zapb. Oh, whither fly! to whom? 
[bool tee theſe hands ? Who will receive theſe hands ? 
imploie Pal. Ol come, and let me vaſh them with my tears 
tly Zopb. Who act thou ? let me lean on thee l find 
icad, in pow'rs returning, Ie it thov, Palmira? 


T. 


Where have I been? What have I done? 

Pal. I know not. 
Think on't no more. 

Zapb. But I muſt think, and talk on't too, Pal- 
[ ſeiz'd the victim by his kvary locks — { mira. 
(Thou, Heav'h, didſt will it) 
Then, ſhuddering with horror, buried ftraight 
The poignard in his breaſt. I had redoubled 
The bloody plunge—{what cannot zeal perſuade!) 
But that the veneratle fire pour'd forth 
So piteous a groan? look'd fo, Palmira— 
And with a feeble voice, cry'd, Is it Zaphna? 
I could no more. Oh, hadft thou ſeen, my love, 
The fell, fell dagger in his boſom, view'd 
His dying face, where fat ſuch dignity, 
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| Cloath'd with compaſſion tow'rds his baſe aſſaſſin. 


The dire remembrance weighs me to the earth 
Here let me die 
Pal. Riſe, my lov'd Zapbna, riſe, 
And let us fly to Mab'met for protection. 
If we are found in theſe abodes of ſlaughter, 
Tortures and death attend us; let us fly. 
Zapb. nn 2%. ] I did fly at that blaſting 
ſight, Palmira. 
When, drawing out the fatal ſteel, he caſt 
Such tender looks! 1 fled— The fatal fteel, 
The voice, the tender looks, the bleeding victim 
Bleſſing his murderer, I could not fly : 
No, they clung to me, riv'd my throbbing heart, 
And ſet my brain on fice. What have we done? 
Pal. Hark! What's that noiſe? 1 "tremble for 
thy life, 
Oh ! in the name of love, by all the ties, 
Thoſe ſacred ties that biad thee mine for ever, 
| do conjure thee follow me. 
[ Alcanor comes from bebind the Altar, leaning 
agdinſt it, with the bloody ſword in bis ban. 
Zaphb. Hah! look, Palmira, fee what objeR's that 
Which bears upon my tortur'd fight? Is't he? 
Or is't his bloody manes come to haunt us? : 
Pal. Tis he bimſeif, poor wretch! ftruggling 
with death, 
And feebly crawling tow'rds us, Let me fly, 
And yield what help 1 can.—Let me ſupport thee, 
Thou much-lamented, injur'd, good old man, 
Zaph. Why don't I move? My feet are rooted here, 
And all my frame is ſtruck, and wither'd up, 
As with a lightning's blaſt, 
Alc. My gentle maid, 
Wilt thou ſupport me? 
Weep not, my Palmira. 
Pai. I could weep tears of blood, if that would 
ſerve thee. ; 
Alc. conn down, ] Zaphna, come hither : thou 
aft ta en my life; 
For what offence, or what one thought towards thee 
That anger or malevolence gave birth, 
Heav'n knows I am unconſcious. Do not look ſo; 
1 ſee, thou doſt relent. 
Emer Pharon, haſtily.” 
Pal. ¶ Starting back.) Hah ! *tis too late, then. 
Alc. Would I could ſee Hercides !—Pharon, lo! 
Thy martyr'd friend, by bis diſtemper'd hand, 
Is now expiring. 
Pha. Dire, unnatt'ral crime! 
Oh, wretched parricide - behold thy father. 
Zapb. My father! 
Pal. Father! Hah! 
Alc. Myſterious Heav'n ! 
Pha. Hercides, dying by the hand of Mirvan, 
Who ſlew him leſt he ſhould betray the ſecret, 
Saw me approach, and, in the pangs of death, 


. Cry'd, Fly, and fave Alcanor ; wied the ſword 
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From Zaphna's hands, if tis not yet top late, 
That's deſtin'd for his death; then let him know 
That Zaphna and Palmira are his children. 

Pal. That Zapbna and Palmira are his children 
—Hoſt hear that, Zaphna? . 

Zapb. Tis enough, my fate 
Canſt thou aught more! 
Alc. Oh, nature! oh, my children! 
By what vile inſtigations wert thou driven, 
Unhappy Zaphna, to this bloody action? 
Zapb. LN at bis father's feet.] Oh, I can- 
not ſpeak ! 
Reſtore me, Sir; reſtore that damned weapon; 
That I for once may make it, as 1 ought, 
An inſtrument of juſtice. ; 

Fal. ¶ Kreeling.) Oh! my father, 

Stike here; the crime was mine; 'twas J alone, 
That work d his will to this unnatural deed, 
Upon thoſe terme slone he cou'sd be mine; 

And iaceſt was the price of parricide. 

Zaph, Strike your aſſaſſins 

Alc. I embrace my children; 

And joy to lee them, though my life's the forfeit. 
Riſe, itaren, rife and live; I. ve to revenge 
Your father's deatb.,—But, in the name 7 nature, 
By the remains of this paternal blood 
That's oozing from my wound, raiſe not your hands 
*Gainſt your own doing. Zaphna, would'ſt thou do 
A ſecond deadlier miſchief? [me 
Sell laughter can't atone for parricide. 

.-Zaph. Then I will live, 

Live to ſome purpoſe ; this is glorious ſuffering. 

Alc. Thy wndectermin'd arm han't quite fulfill'd 
It's bigot-purpoſe; I hope to live; to animate 
Our friends gainſt this impoſtor; lead em, Zaphna, 
To root out à rapacious, baneful crew, 

Whoſe zeal is phrenzy, whoſe religion murder. 

Zapb. Swift, ſwift, ye hours! and light me to 
Come, thou infernal weapon, lere, 

[ Snarches the bloody ſcuord. 
Tu waſh off thy foul ſtain with the heart's blood 
Of that malignant, ſanctiſied aſlaſſin. 
{As Zaphne is geing off, Mirvan and bis fal- 
lexwers enter, and ſiep bim. 

Mir. Seize Zaphna, - 

And load the traiterous murderer with chains. 
elp you the good Alcanor,-Hapleſs man! 

Our prophet, in a viſion, learnt to-night 

The mournful tale of thy untimel end, 

And ſent me ſtraight to ſeize the viie aſſaſſin, 

That he might wreak ſevereſt juſtice on him. 
ahamet comes to vindicate the laws, 

ot ſuffer, with impunity, their breach. 

Ale. Heay'ns! what accumulated crimes are here 

Zaph. Where is the monſter ? Bear me inſtant to 

, - tim, 
That I may blaſt him with my eye, may curſe him 
With my laſt heſitating voice. 

Pal. Thou traitor, | 
Did not thy own death-doing tongue enjoin 
This har:id deed ? 

Mir. Not mine, by Heav'o! 

Zapb. Not thine ! 

Mir. No, by our prophet, and his holy faith, 
Of ail the thoughts e'er barbour'd in this breaſt, 
It ne'er had ſuch a monſter tor it's tenant, 

Zapb. Moſt accompliſh'd viilain 
Mirvan, look at me—dar'ft thuu 

Mir. Off with him, . [To the Soldiers. 
And fee him well ſecur'd, till Mahomet 
Demands him of you. 

Pal. Villain, bold! Laying» bold hna- 


M A Hf O. M E r. 


Zaph. Juſt, juſt reward of my ctedulit! “y 
Pal. Let me go with him—!I will ſhare thy f. 
Unhappy Zaphna, for I ſha e thy guilt, *! 
But then 

Mir. No more—yuu muſt to Matomet. 

Obey without teluctance; our great prophet, 
ln pity to your tender frame and years, 
Will take you under his divine protection. 

Pal. | Apart.] Oh, death, deliver me from ſuch 

protection! 
Mir. If you would aught to fave the deſtia'd 
- Zaphna, 
Follow me to the prophet, you may move him 
To mitigate his doom.——Away ! 
[To the Soldiers, who bold Zaphna, 
——— Y ou, this way. 17% Palnin, 
Zaph. Pardon! 
Pol. Oh, pardon! 
They are led off by degrees, looking alters 
( of ehets 2a and — NN * 

Alc. Oh, intupportabie | 
Both from me torn, thea when I wanted moſt 
[heir conſolation. [4 frat, 

Pha. Hark 
The citizens are rouz'd, and all in arms 
Ruſt on to your defence. 

Alc. Pharon, ſupport me | Tem, 
Some moments longer, Help, conduct me tow'ry 
Bare this wound to em; let that ſpeak the cauſe, 
The treach'rous cauſe, for words begin to fail me: 
Chen, if in death I can but ſerve my country, 
Save my poor children from this tyger's gripe, 
And give a ſecond life to that lov'd pair, 
| By whoſe miſguided zeal 1 loſe my own; 

What patriot, or parent, but would wich, 
In ſo divine a caule, to tall a martyr t [Excunt, 


* — — 
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Enter Mahomet and Mirvan. 


Mab. RONG will be ever nurs d and fed 
| with blood 
So, this boy-bigot held his pious purpoſe? 

Mir. Devoutly. 

Mab. What a reaſonleſs machine 

Can ſuperſtition make the reas'ner man! 
Alcanor lies there on his bed of earth? 

Mir. This moment he expir'd, and Mecca's youth 
In vain lament their chief. To the mad crowe 
That gather'd round, good Ali and myſelt, 

(Full of thy dauntleſs, heav'oly-ſeeming ſpirit) 
Diſclaim'd the deed, and pointed out the arm 

Of righteous Meav'n, that ſtrikes for Mahomet.— 
Think ye, we cried, (with eyes and hands uprear i) 
Think ye our holy prophet would conſent 

To ſuch a crime, whole foulneſs cails a blot 

On right ot nations, nature, and our faith ? 

Oh rather think he will revenge his death, 

And root his murd'rer frem the burden's earth! 
Then ſtruck our breaſts, and wept the good vid matj 
And only wiſh'd he'd dy'd among the faithful, 
And ſlept with Ibrahim. 

Mab. Excellent Mirvan! 

Mir. We then, both at large 

Deſcanted on thy clemency and bounty, 

On that, the ſilent and deſponding crowd 

Broke out in murmurs, plaints, and laſt in ſhouth 
And each mechanic grew a mullulman, 

Mab. Qb, worthy to deceive, and awe the 
Secand to Mahomet! let me embrace thet 
But ſay, is not our army at their gates, 

To back pur clemeucy ? 


[ Looking back at Alcanor, 


Will laſh 
Mir. 8 
PUaconſci 
Fre at th 
ln his ov 
A deadly 
Mab. 
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Mir. | 
I'm ſure 
Mab. 
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But why 
Give an 
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Pal. 
Methin 
Of my « 
Lies in 
Tis the 

Mab. 
And th: 
This gr 
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Pal. 
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dulity ? oo nightly marah thro unſuſpected paths, 
are thy fe, WW and with the mori appears. 
| Mab. At fight of them, } 
> at Alcauor, WY The weak remaining bitlows of this ſtorm 
. Will lat themſelves to peace But where is Zaphna? 
rophet, Mir. Safe in a dungeon, where he dies apace, 
* Unconſcious of his fate; for well thou know ſt, 
tion, | Fre at the altar's foot he flew his fte, 
ne from ſuch Is his own veins he bore his guilt's reward, 
A deadly craught of poiſon. * | 

the deſtia'd Aab. 1 would be kind, and let him die deceiv'd, 

Nor know that parent blood defiies his ſoul. 
ove him Mir. He cannot know it: if the grave be ſilent, 

I'm ſure Hercides 1 
bold Zaphaa, Mab. Unhappy Zaphna! 

12% alain. S, mething like pity checks me for thy death. 

But hy muſt not think that way—ſhall Maho- 
| Give a new paradiſe to all mankind, [met 
ng alternate And let remorſe of conſcience be the hell 

Of his own breaſt! My ſafety claim'd his life, 

And all the heav'n of fair Palmira's charms 
ied moſt Shall be my great reward. 

[4 ft, Mir. My noble lord, 
Palmira is at hand, and waits your pleaſure. 
1 Mab, At hand! How, Mirvan, could'ſt thou 
let me talk 
em, on themes of guilt, when that pure angel's near? 
t me tow'ry Mir. The weeping fair, led on by flatt'ring hope 
tue cauſe, Of Zaphng's life, attends your ſacred will. 
| to fail me A filent, pale de jection, ſhrowds ber cheeks, 


And, like the lily in « morning ſhow'r, 

She droops her head, and locks up all her ſweets. 
Mab. Say Mahomet awaits, and then 

Alemdle all our chjefs, and on this platform 

Let them attend me ſtraight. Exit Mirvan, 

Enter Palmira, eoich Attendants. 

Pal. | Apart.} Where have they led me? 

Methinks, each ſtep I take, the mangled corſe 

Of my dear father, (by poor Zaphna mangled) 

Lies ifi my way, and all I ſee is blood | Starting. 

'Tis the impoſtor's ſelf !—Burft, heart, in ſilence. 
Mab. Maid, lay afide this dread. Palmira's fate, 

And that of Mecca, by my wil! is fix'd. 


3+ This great eyent, that fills thy ſoul with horror, 
myſtery to all but Heav'n and Mahomet. 

| Pal. Oh, ever-righteous Heayen! canft thou ſuffer 

: This ſacrilegious hypocrite; this ſpoiler, 

f To ſteal thy terrors, and blaſpheme thy name, 
ecca's youth Nor doom him inſtant dead ? [Aide 
ad Crowd Mab. Child of my care, 
lf, At length, from galling chains I've ſet thee free, 

z ſpirit) And mage thee triumph in a juſt revenge 1 

e arm Thipk, then, thou'rt dear to me; and Mahomet 

lahomet.— Regards thee with a more than father's eye: 

ds upreat ) Then know, (if thou'lr deſerve the mighty boon) 

it An higher name, a nobler fate awaits thee, Ty 

blot Fal. What would the tyrant 

th? Mab. Raiſe thy-thoughes to glory, 

ath, And ſweep this Zaphna from thy memory, 

d earth! With all that's pa. Let that mean flame expire, 

dd old maj Before the blaze of empire's radiant ſun. a 

thrul, Thy grateful heart muſt anſwer to my bounties, 
Follow my laws, and ſhare in a my conqueſts, 
Fal. What laws, what hounties, and whit con- 
een 

raud is thy law, the tomb thy only bo 

4 Thy tonqueſts fatal as — * mn 

in ſhoutt, Diſpeopling half the globe—Seec here, good Heav'n, 
T he venerable prophet I rever'd, bs of; 

the worde, the king. J ſerv'd, the god that I ador'd. 

e e.— Mab. [ t 


Approaching ber.] Whence this unwonted 


language, this wild phreney? . 


Mon . 


| 
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Pal. Where is the ſpirit of my martyr'd father: 
Where Zaphna's? Where Palmira's innocence? 
Blaſted by thee, by thee, infernal monſter— | 
| Thou found'ſt us angels, and haſt made us ſiends: 
Give, give us back our lives; our fame, our virtue! 
Thou canſt not, tyrant—yet thou ſeek'ſt my love; 
Seek'ft, with Alcanor's blood, his daughter's | 

Mab. | Apart.) Horror and death! the fatal ſe- 

. cret's known. 
Enter Mirvan. 

Mir. Oh, Mahomet, ali's loſt, thy glory tarniſh'd, 
And th inſatiate tomb ripe to devour us 
Hercides' parting breath divulg'd the ſecret ; 

The priſon's forc'd, the city all in arms. 5 
See where they bear aloft their murder'd chief, 
Feil Zaphna in their front; death in his looks, 
Rage all his ſtrength. Spite of the deadly d:aught, 
He holds in life but to make ſure of vengeance. 

Mab. What doſt thou here, then? Inftant with 
our guards, 
| Attempt to ſtem their progreſs, till th* arrival 
Of Omar with the troops. 

(ae Mirvan, 


Mir. | haſte, my lord. 
Pal. Now, now, my hour's at han 
Naar ſt thou thoſe ſhouts that rend the ambient ae? 
Seeſt thou thoſe glancing fires, that add new horrors 
To the night's gloom? Freſh from thy murd'ring 
oignard, | 
(For thine it was, tho* Zaphna gave the blow) 
My father's ſpirit leads the vengeful ſhades 
Of all the wretches whom thy ſword has butcher'd, 
I fee them raift their unſubſtantial arms . 
To ſnatch me from thy rage, or worſe, thy love. 
Shadows ſhall conquer in Palmira's cauſe. * 
Mab. [ Apart.) What terror's this that bangs 
upon her accents ! 
I feel her virtue, tho' 1 know her weakneſs, 
Pal. Thou aſk'ſt my love; go, ſeek it in the grave 
Of good Alcanor— Talk' ſt of grateful minds; 
Bid Zaphna plead for thee, and-I may hear thee. 
Till then, thou art my ſcorn—May'f thou, like meg 
Behold thy deareſt blood ſpilt at thy feet. 
Metca, Medina, all our Afian world, 
oin, join to drive th* impoſtor from the earth; 
luſſi at his chains, and ſhake them off in vengeance? 
Mab. [Apart] Be ſtill, my ſoul, nor let a woman's 
Ruffle thy wonted calm—Spite of thy hate, [rage 
Thou'rt lovely fill, and charming ev'n * Ho 
f A t, and noiſe © ings 
My fair, retire ; i. wares gentle 000 Led 
Shake with alarms; thou'rt my peculiar care. 
I go to quell this trait'rous inſurrection, 
And wiil attend thee ſtraight, 
Pal. No, tyrant, no; 
I'll join my brother, help to head our friends, 
And urge them on. A 
Roll, roll your thunders, Heav*ns, and aid the 


| 
| 


| 


Now hurl your lightning on the guilty head, 


And plead the cauſe of injur'd ipnocence. [Exit Fal. 
a Emer Ali. 

Mah. Whence, Ali, that ſurpriſe ? 

Alt. My royal chief, = 
The foe prevail Thy troops, led on by Mirvan, 
Are all cut off, and vallant Mirvan's ſelf, 

By Zaphina ſlain, lies weltritig in bis blood. 

The guard that to our arms ſhould ope the gates, 

'Struck with the common phrenzy; vow thy rula; 

And death, arid vengeance, is the general cry. 

A Cah Ali feat? Then, Mahomet, be thyſelf, 
Ali. Set, thy few friends, whom wild deſpair 

Bath arm's, THREE, 

(But arm'd in vain) are come to die beſide thee. 

Mab. Ve heartleſs traitors! Mabomet alone 


i 
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Shall be his own defender, and your guard, | 
Againſt the crowds of Mecca—Follow'me. 


Enter Zaphna, Palmira, end Pharon, with Citizens, 
and che body of Alcanor en a bier. 


NMab. Ha! 
Zapb. See, my friends, where the impoſtor ſtand: 
Wich bead erect, as if he knew not guilt; 
As if no tongue ſpake from Alcanor's wound, 
Nor call'd for vengeance on him. 
Mab. Impious man! 
Js't not enough to ve ſpilt thy porent- blood; 
But with atrocious and blaſpheming lips, 
Dar' thou arraign the ſubſtitute of Heav'n? 
Zarb. The ſubſtitute of Heav'n! ſo is the ſword, 
The, peſtilence, the famine ; ſuch art thou. 
Such are the bleſſings Heav'n has ſent to man 
By thee, it's delegate: nay, more to me. 
Oh, he took pains, Palmira, upon us, 
Deluded us into ſuch monſtrous crimes, 
As nature ficken'd at conception of. 
How could'ſt thou damn us thus? | 
Mab. Babler, avaunt ' [with thee, 
Zaph. Well thou upbraidſt me; for, to patley 
Half brands me coward. - Oh, revenge me, friends ! 
Revenge Alcanor's maſſacre : revenge 
Palmira's wrongs, and cruſh the rancoroys monſter 
Mab. Hear me, ye ſlaves, born to obey my will. 
Pal. Ah, hear him not! fraud dwells upon hi: 
tongue. 
 Zaphb. Have at thee, ſiend Ha! Heaven, 
Zaph. advarcing, reeii, and reclines on bis ſword. 
What cloud is this 
That thwarts upon my fight ! My bead grows dizzy, 
1 unloaſe: ſure tis the ſtroke of fate. 
» [ Afide.] The pojſon works !-»Then tri 
umph Mahbomet! - 
Za b. , off baſe 
Pal. Brother, diſmay d; 
Haſt thou no pow'r, but in a guilty cauſe, 
And only ſtrength to be a parricide ? 


* 


| 


[not be 
Zaph. Spare that reproach—Come on—It will 
Hangs down bis ſword, and reclines on Pharon. 

Some —_ pow'r unnerves my willing arm, 
Blaſts my reſolves, and weighs me down to earth. 
_ Mab. Such be the fate of all who brave our law. 
Nature and death have heard my voice, and now 
Let Heay'n be judge 'twixt Zaphna and myſelf, 
And inſtant blaſt the guilty of the two. 

Pol. Brother! Oh, Taphna! 

Zagh. Zaphna now no more, 

Sinking down by Alcanor's bedy, and leaning 
en the hier; Pharon kneding down with bim, 
and ſupporting bim. 

Down, down, good Pharon— Thou poor injur'd corſe, 

May I embrace thee ? Won't thy pallid wound 
urple anew at the ynnatural touch, o 

And ooze freſh calls for vengeance ? 

Hal. Oh, my brother! 
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M A H O N 


Sink wich thee to the earth — Oh, juſtice, jultice! 


* 


Know that thou'lt act a part Look on Hess 
Guide her, and— Oh! : 0 ter, [Die 
Pal. Think not, ye men of Meces, 
This death inflicted by the band of Heaven; 
'Tis he—that viper— CE 
M.b. Know, ye faithleſs wretches, 
Tis mine to deal the bolts of angry Heaven: 
Behgld them there; and let the wretch whos 
Tremble at Zaphna's fate, and know that M homer 
Can read his thoughts, and doom him with a lock. 
Go, then, and thank your pontiff and your Prince 
For each day's ſun he grants you to behold, 
Hence, to your temples, and appeaſe my rage, 
'@ my { 7be people poo 
Pal. Ah, ſtay! my brother's murder 4 by thizty, 
By poiſon, not by piety, he kills, (ran; 
Mab. "'Fis | Thus ever be our lu u. 
ceiv'd! un. 
Now, fair Pal mira 
Pal. Moaſter! is it thus 
Thou mak ſt thyſelf = god, by added crimes, 
And murders juſtify'd by ſacrilege ? 
Mab. Think, exquiſite Palmira, for thy fake 
Pal. Thou'ſ been the murderer of all my rac, 
See where Alcanor, ſee where Zaphna lies: 
Do they not call for me too, at thy hands? 
Oh, that they did!— But I can read thy thought; 
Palmira's ſav'd for ſomething worſe than death 
This to prevent —Zaphus, I follow thee, 
Stabi her ſelf with Zaphna's ſwirk 
Mab. What haſt thou done? 
Pal. A deed of glory, tyrant! 
Thoy'ſ left no object worth Palmira's eye; 
And when I ſhut out light, I ſhut out thee. - Dia, 
Mab. Farewel, dear victim of my boundleſs paſſion; 
The price of treachery, the reward of murder, 


In vain are glory, worſhip, and dominion | 

All conqueror as I amr, I am a ave; | 

And, by the world ador'd, dwell with the damn', 

My crimes have planted ſcorpions in my bre af. 

Here, here, | feel them. "Tis in vain to brave 

The hoft of terrors that invade my ſoul; 

| might deceive the world, myſelf I cannot, 
Ali. Becalm a while, my lord, think what you wt, 
Mab. Ha! What am I? { Turning te the bn. 


Ve breathleſs family, 
Let your loud-crying wounds ſay what am, 


Oh, ſnatch me from that fight; quick, quick tran 
To nature's lonelieſt mantion, where the ſun 
Ne'er enter'd, where the ſound of human tread 
Was never heard-—But wherefore ? Still I there, 
There ſtill ſhall fad myſelf— Ay, that's the bells 
I'll none ont { Drawing bis fd 
Ali, Hane help, hold him 


E. - [ Ali, Sc. diſarm bis 
b. Pekry daftards! 


You fled the foe, but can diſgrm your maſter. 
Angel of death, whoſe pow'r I've long proclaim ', 


Zaph. In vain's the guiltieſs meaning of my heart: Now aid me, if thou cant; now, if thou can, 


High Heaven deteſts th' involuntary crime, 

And dooms for parricide— Then tremble, tyrant ; 

If the Supreme can puniſh error thus, 

What new-invented tortures muſt await 

Thy ſoul, grown leprous with ſuch foul offences ! 

But ſoft—No fate and nature are at ſtriſe. 

Siſter, farewel; with tranſport ſhould I quit 

This toilſome, perilous, deluſive tage, 

But that I leave thee on't ; leave thee, Palmira, 

Japan's to what is worſe than fear can image, 
hat tyrant's mercy. But I know thee brave; 


| 


Draw the kind curtain of eternal night, 
And ſhroud me from the horrors that beſet me. 


[ £xevzr. Mahomet, G 
Phe. Oh, what 8 curſe is life, when ſelf - con, 

Flings our offences hourly jn our face, {rig 

And turns exiſtence torturer to itſelf! 

Here let the mad epthufiaſt turn his e 

And ſee from bigotry what horrors riſe; 

Here, in the blackeft colours, let him read, 

That zeal, by craft miſled, may act a deed, 


By which both innocence and virtue bleed. . 


